The Claddagh of Gain*ay

tinned on the rocky coasts and on a few islands in the ocean. As
for the Claddagh, until a year or two ago, it was the metropolis
of the women of red skirts. Low whitewashed houses of one
storey, with roofs of black thatch, built with no system and
numbered without a plan, were inhabited by many hundreds of
these intermarried families. They were ruled by their tribal laws
and no stranger lived within their walls. It was the Albaicin or
Triana of the fishermen. Now, the Irish, having achieved their
independence, have pulled the Claddagh down, building in its
place a Nottinghamshire mining village. Not more than a cottage
or two of the Claddagh has been left standing. This unique thing
has gone irrevocably, for nothing. The rookery has been pulled
down, and soon the rooks will go.

Galway's wide bay opening on America is the start of the
Gaeltacht. No tongue but Erse is spoken. The country runs to
wild and fantastic mountains; the Twelve Pins of Connemara
break, and are jagged on the limpid sky. Hopeless, but tremen-
dous, the bog trembles its quaking sides, and advances on the
land. In every village the cabins stand far apart, at a stone's
throw; and the white stones, lifted laboriously from the soil, are
piled into rough walls that mark no division of property but only
keep the ground clear for the goats, or the potato patch.

On every hand there are mountains, on land and in the sea.
Out in the bay, the Aran Islands, three in number, close the
Ocean. They are utterly improbable, mere islands of the imagina-
tion, treeless, walled with loose stones, isles for the corrach
and the pampootie, boats of skin and shoes of skin, for high seas
and for paths of limestone rocks. The fishermen, dressed in home-
spun cloth, gabble in Erse, on these shores of Thule. Behind,
the wonderful mountains roll and break upon the air. But,
beyond the islands, there is nothing.

Far into the south the same Atlantic rolls its waves upon
another shore. If you come to it from inland the hills of sand
hide the sea from view. There are pinewoods, and the soil of
sand is pinned down by white flowers and by red flowers, by
rosettes, lotuslike in shape, but with leaves that are not leaves
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